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My Old Lady
is sitting on the floor separating the 
trading cards she found in her old 
suitcase. Twelve years ago when she
collected them seriously she was prancing 
around Peoria in her tight-assed levis 
thinking that French kissing was for
fallen women and sophomores. When I think 
about her little butt and maiden's head 
it moves me and I go over and kiss her
on the part in her hair. She looks up and 
smiles. "What?" she says. "Nothing,” I 
tell her. "You're a nice girl, that's all."
Making Do
I have moved my belongings out to the race 
track. My faithless friends and former fiance 
think I am mad, but that is not the truth,
far from it. It is true that I love the track, 
that much is true. But it is only because she does 
not cheat or lie or just tell me that she loves
me. I have had enough of being told and then left 
in the lurch like some funky horse-player. So 
now I spend all my mornings out there where it's
nice and cool. Then in the warming afternoons I 
mix with the crowd. Our conversation is patterned 
and inevitable: "I like the 3 horse." "Yes," I
reply. "She's got a shot at it." I love dialogue 
like that, it holds no surprises for the honest 
lover. At night I wander around the stands, listening
to her settle and moan. She excites me, so I 
cross the dirt racing strip and leave my clothes 
on the rail, my seed on the tall green grass.
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Leo Meek
The first time it happened he hid 
in the woods until the moon went 
down, scaring the hell out of the 
friendly forest folk who couldn't
begin to understand. The next after­
noon he went to the only doctor he 
could afford, a man without a phone 
whose office shifted mysteriously
from one block to the next nearly 
every week. On the wall was his 
diploma from Transylvania City 
College. That night he held up
a mirror and made his diagnosis: 
"Lycanthrophy," he said, "rarer 
than hen's teeth." Leo watched 
all night and in the morning
he saw his splendid muzzle and 
shiny teeth dwindle to the lack­
luster chinlessness of himself.
He paid the doctor and took to
the woods, waiting for the 
transmogrification. Then he 
prowled, killing and feeding, 
pretending not to notice
the hot smell of the bitch who 
trailed him. Finally gorged, he 
growled his demands. Cowed, she 
ate and then he mounted her.
By dawn he was holed up in his room, 
curtains drawn, cursing the light, 
hating his flabby body, waiting for 
the coming of night and life.
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Monody
Being happy with someone just makes me nervous.
Even when things are best around here I start 
in on myself. Either the black pixies come 
and stomp around in my skull or the inside
of the oven starts looking good. On this good 
day I think of my wife: her sweetness, her postures,
her cheating heart. Oh, she does not philander 
now, there are no cigar stubs in the ash trays or
jockey shorts in the glove compartment, but somewhere 
out there is a boy hitchhiking in from Topeka. He has 
more style, more grace, more hair than me. And though 
she will not condone the theft, he is going to stride
into one of her classes in his seven league desert boots 
and steal her ghostly heart. I see him now leading her 
behind the bushes outside the library. Listen —  "Oh, 
daddy, give it to me daddy. I never had nothin' like
this at home." Oh jesus. Scared to death I sprint down­
stairs and put my head in her lap. She looks down fondly 
as I say over and over, "I love you, I love you, I love 
you." She does not suspect that I am talking to myself.
Chuck, Gerry, Karl and I
are doing fine in Long Beach’s 49er Bar.
During our comic pool games we talk about 
ontology, pussy, the state of the nation, 
pussy, rights of the individual vs. rights 
of the world-at-large and of course pussy.
But then, right in the middle of an important 
discussion centering around the length of time 
a lady could be dead before she was considered 
absolutely out of the question, the hairdresser 
from next door walks in.
She is an attractive girl, one of the sort who 
turns men's heads so often that the chiropractic 
business is up 22% in the beach cities. So 
we look at her legs and watch her walk and 
creak our own necks. Then she leaves with 
her ham and cheese.
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And she takes something with her: Even if it is
true that she wears thirteen pairs of cotton 
panties, even if it is true that between those 
expensive thighs lies the crotch of a mannequin, 
even if it is true that she is as unaccessible 
as a nun she nevertheless stops the day —
Beer goes flat, eight balls disappear, cues 
wilt in the act of shooting. Clearly, 
the game is over.
A Family of One
Yesterday I was informed 
that I had a cancer.
Do you think that caught 
me off guard?
Think again. I knew it 
all the time and had, in 
fact, informed them. The 
medicine men
Pooh-poohed me, but I 
knew. I would have known 
that cancer anywhere. I 
raised it
from birth. Like a child 
conceived in wine and haste 
it came unwanted but once here 
I nurtured it.
Nightly in my closet I bloodied 
myself, brought myself to bear 
against myself, fed it bruises 
and scabs.
Now they tell me I would have 
months more to live if I had 
been more careful. Piffle. That 
is all they know 
of motherhood.
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 b
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 c
on
tr
ar
y,
 
I 
ha
ve
 a
 g
re
at
 d
ea
l 
of
 r
es
po
ns
ib
il
it
y.
At
 h
al
f-
pa
st
 t
he
 m
ai
lm
an
 s
to
ps
 b
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 m
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 b
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 l
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 m
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 d
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 b
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 C
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is
 m
us
e 
an
d 
a 
no
ve
l
co
mp
os
ed
 e
nt
ir
el
y 
of
nu
mb
er
s
mi
gh
t 
be
 j
us
t 
wh
at
 t
he
 w
or
ld
 i
s 
lo
ok
in
g 
fo
r.
Fr
om
 n
ex
t 
do
or
 c
om
es
 t
he
 w
if
e 
of
 a
 m
en
's
-r
oo
m-
at
te
nd
an
t-
an
d-
ph
il
os
op
he
r.
Sh
e 
co
nf
es
se
s
th
at
 s
he
 l
on
gs
 f
or
 T
on
y 
Cu
rt
is
, 
th
at
 s
he
 h
as
 a
 l
if
e-
si
ze
 p
ic
tu
re
 o
f 
hi
m
th
at
 s
he
 s
le
ep
s 
wi
th
 b
ut
 l
at
el
y 
sh
e 
ha
s 
st
ar
te
d 
to
 f
ee
l 
co
ld
 a
nd
 
di
st
an
t 
to
wa
rd
 i
t.
Wh
at
 s
ho
ul
d 
sh
e 
do
?
I 
ad
vi
se
 h
er
 t
o 
pu
rc
ha
se
 a
 l
if
e-
si
ze
 p
ho
to
 o
f 
St
ev
e 
Mc
Qu
ee
n.
 
To
ny
 C
ur
ti
s,
 
as
 e
ve
ry
on
e 
kn
ow
s, 
is
 a
 f
li
t.
Th
ey
 c
om
e 
an
d 
go
 a
ll
 a
ft
er
no
on
, 
an
d 
by
 e
ve
ni
ng
 t
he
 s
tr
ee
t 
is
 f
ul
l 
of
 t
he
m:
th
e 
M.
D.
 
wh
o 
be
li
ev
es
 i
n 
ch
ir
op
ra
ct
or
s,
th
e 
sh
y 
ga
rd
en
er
 w
ho
 c
an
no
t 
ca
ll
 a
 s
pa
de
 a
 s
pa
de
,
th
e 
bu
tc
he
r 
wh
o 
be
at
s 
hi
s 
me
at
.
Th
ey
 w
ai
t 
pa
ti
en
tl
y 
in
 t
he
 g
lo
w 
of
 t
he
 s
tr
ee
t 
li
gh
ts
, 
en
jo
yi
ng
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th
e 
sm
el
l 
of
 b
eg
on
ia
s 
in
 t
he
 c
oo
l 
ni
gh
t 
ai
r 
an
d 
ev
en
tu
al
ly
 I
 h
ea
r 
th
em
 a
ll
.
Th
en
 I
 s
ta
nd
 a
nd
 s
ig
h,
 
pu
ll
 t
he
 s
ha
de
 
re
ti
re
 t
o 
my
 b
ed
ro
om
.
As
 I
 t
ak
e 
of
f 
my
 g
oo
fy
 v
es
tm
en
ts
, 
th
e 
re
al
 o
r 
im
ag
in
ar
y 
pr
ob
le
ms
 
I 
ha
ve
 
so
lv
ed
 o
r 
co
mp
li
ca
te
d
sa
dd
en
 m
e 
fo
r 
a 
mo
me
nt
, 
bu
t 
no
 l
on
ge
r 
th
an
 t
ha
t.
In
 f
ac
t,
 
th
e 
en
ti
re
 p
er
io
d 
of
 g
ri
ef
 c
on
si
st
s 
of
 j
us
t 
th
e 
ti
me
 i
t 
ta
ke
s 
to
 l
ay
 m
y 
he
ad
 o
n 
th
e 
pi
ll
ow
 a
nd
 w
hi
sp
er
 
Bo
o 
Ho
o.
Th
en
 I
 g
ri
n,
 
tu
rn
 o
ut
 t
he
 l
ig
ht
 
an
d 
go
 t
o 
sl
ee
p.
Po
ur
 V
ou
s, 
Ag
ne
s
Yo
u 
ha
ve
 s
to
pp
ed
 a
t 
th
e 
Sm
il
e 
Sh
op
 o
n 
yo
ur
 w
ay
 
Ho
me
, 
an
d 
no
w 
yo
ur
 p
ur
ch
as
e 
ha
ng
s 
pr
ec
ar
io
us
ly
 
In
 f
ro
nt
 o
f 
yo
ur
 t
ee
th
.
Yo
u 
ar
e 
se
cu
re
 b
ec
au
se
 y
ou
 k
no
w 
I 
ca
nn
ot
 l
ea
ve
 
Th
e 
ho
us
e.
 
Yo
u 
th
in
k 
I 
ti
nk
er
 a
wa
y 
my
 t
im
e 
On
 n
on
se
ns
e.
Th
at
 i
s 
al
l 
yo
u 
kn
ow
. 
Ri
gh
t 
no
w 
in
 t
he
 b
as
em
en
t 
Th
er
e 
is
 t
he
 s
li
gh
te
st
 g
lo
w 
an
d 
th
e 
ti
ni
es
t 
hu
m 
Fr
om
 a
 m
ac
hi
ne
 o
f 
my
 o
wn
 i
nv
en
ti
on
.
Th
e 
ge
ar
s 
an
d 
pu
ll
ey
s 
fr
om
 m
y 
fi
rs
t 
wi
fe
's
 h
ea
rt
, 
Th
e 
sc
re
ws
 t
ha
t 
we
re
 l
oo
se
 f
or
 s
o 
lo
ng
, 
th
e 
le
ve
rs
 
An
d 
ch
ai
ns
 o
f 
my
 m
is
fo
rt
un
es
: 
th
ey
 a
re
 a
ll
Cu
nn
in
gl
y 
as
se
mb
le
d 
in
to
 a
 d
ev
ic
e 
wh
ic
h 
wi
ll
,
I 
fe
el
 c
er
ta
in
, 
ta
ke
 y
ou
r 
br
ea
th
 a
wa
y.
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At the Los Angeles County Fair
there is a lion who waits through the races to 
perform at night
in front of the grandstand. He has the only shade around 
and he lies in the shadows
while the bettors in the infield and the horses on the 
track circle around him.
I look forward to seeing the lion every September during 
the short racing season out there.
When I stand by his cage to read the Racing Form my luck 
seems to improve,
if only a little, and that is a comforting thought in the 
spring when betting is precarious
and the fillies and mares are not thinking about running 
but of enormous, haunchy stallions.
Once in 1966, after a fine day, I successfully resisted 
the temptation to
smuggle in some delicacy for the lion. I have always been 
glad that I did not do that.
From the beginning our relationship has been without 
sentimentality or need for
compensation. It has been as clean as his sharp, white
teeth.
Yesterday when the fair opened for the new season I drove 
out and the lion was
nowhere to be found. And though I asked anyone who would 
listen to me, no one in the circus nor
any of the fair officials seemed to know anything about it.
Things They Don’t Tell You in History Class
The name, for example, of the 
man who first used the phrase,
"The only good indian is a dead 
indian."
He was called Oklahoma Charlie, 
a little-known scout for the 
Army who was —  besides being a 
necrophiliac —  was queer as a 
three dollar bill.
Live and learn.
—  Ronald Koertge 
Pasadena, Calif.
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